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revealed fossils. On the sides or ravines lay fossil logs of a pre-
historic Sequoia-type tree, which is related to an evergreen conifer
now growing in both South America and Australia. Some of the
fossil wood showed the holes of the boring marine worm, teredo,
showing that this land, when heavily timbered, once sank beneath
the sea. The other fossils were all those of marine life—various
molluscs, sea urchins, corals, etc.
In all I collected 150 specimens of 28 species, three of which had
never been found in the Antarctic before. These, augmented by the
ones found at Nordenskj old's hut, form the largest Antarctic
geological collection in the United States. They are in the American
Museum of Natural History.
December 18 brought us our first entirely clear day since we
landed at Deception Island two months before. We seized the
chance to give the Polar Star its necessary test flight. It took us all
day to dig the plane out of the drifts, gas it for a few hours' flying,
and load emergency equipment. After a late supper Balchen and I
took off, flew to the southern end of the Nordenskj old Coast, and
returned, landing on Snow Hill just at midnight, having been gone
two hours and a hah0. The repaired engine functioned perfectly,
and we had been in constant two-way radio communication with
the Wyatt Earp during the entire flight.
To me had been revealed a panorama of surpassing beauty. These
were the longest days of the year for the Southern Hemisphere.
Though outside the Antarctic Circle, Snow Hill Island and its
region now had a midnight sun, just grazing along the edge of
the southern horizon. That long semi-sunset worked a transforma-
tion in the vast frozen expanse of the Weddell Sea, tinting it with
rosy light in which the flat-topped icebergs gleamed like rubies.
Conditions were so good that evening and the barometer so high
and steady, there was little doubt in my mind that next day, the
nineteenth, would see us off for Little America. So confident was I
that I radioed to the New York Times and the North American
Newspaper Alliance an advance story of the flight plans to be re-
leased for publication upon receipt of a "flash" from the Wyatt
Earp that we had started.
But next day occurred one of those sudden weather changes to
which we had grown so wearily accustomed. Snow-squalls blew

